HEARTBREAK HOUSE

right in the face that kills a whole part of my life: the best part
that can never come again; and you think you can help me over
it by a little coaxing and kissing. When I want all the strength I
can get to lean on: something iron, something stony, I dont care
how cruel it is, you go all mushy and want to slobber over me.
I'm not angry; I'm not unfriendly; but for God's sake do pull
yourself together; and dont think that because youre on velvet
and always have been, women who are in hell can take it as easily
as you.

MRS HUSHABYE [shrugging her shoulders] Very well. [She sits
down on the sofa in her old place}. But I warn you that when I am
neither coaxing and kissing nor laughing, I am just wondering
how much longer I can stand living in this cruel, damnable
world. You object to the siren: well, I drop the siren. You want
to rest your wounded bosom against a grindstone. Well [folding
her arms], here is the grindstone,

ELLIE [sitting down beside her, appeased] Thats better: you
really have the trick of falling in with everyone's mood; but you
dont understand, because you are not the sort of woman for
whom there is only one man and only one chance.

MRS HUSHABYE. I certainly dont understand how your marry-
ing that object [indicating Mangan] will console you for not being
able to marry Hector.

ELLIE. Perhaps you dont understand why I was quite a nice
girl this morning, and am now neither a girl nor particularly nice.

MRS HUSHABYE. Oh yes I do. It's because you have made up
your mind to do something despicable and wicked.

ELLIE. I dont think so, Hesione. I must make the best of my
ruined house.

MRS HUSHABYE. Pooh! Youll get over it. Your house isnt
ruined.

ELLIE. Of course I shall get over it. You dont suppose I'm
going to sit down and die of a broken heart, I hope, or be an old
maid living on a pittance from the Sick and Indigent Room-
keepers'Association. But my heart is broken, all the same. What
I mean by that is that I know that what has happened to me with
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